?3                       BOTHWELL                 [ACT r,

Rizzio.                                       At your will.

I am something yet in tune for such a song
As joy makes out of sorrow, when the thought
Plays with false grief for joy's sake.    Please you hear it
With such light audience as its worth is light ?

Queen.    Ay, such a note should fit me for this 'time \
After the tuneless toil of talking day
A light song lightly brings ill thoughts asleep.

(Rizzio sings).

Lord Love went Maying
Where Time was playing,
In light hands weighing

Light hearts with sad ;
Crowned king with peasant,
Pale past with present,
Harsh hours with pleasant,

Good hopes with bad ;
Nor dreamed how fleeter
Than Time's swift metre,
O'er all things sweeter

How clothed with power,
The murderess maiden
Mistrust walks laden

With red fruit ruined and dead white
flower.

How close behind him
Ere man's, faith find him,
How strong to bind him

With fears for bands,
Lest once beholden
Of man the golden
God's face embolden

All hearts and hands;